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missed because they cannot tell one colour from
another. In fact, some of them go quite blind. Now
isn't that cruel?"

He yawned and covered his mouth with a flabby
hand. " Excuse me. I was up very late last night, I
am afraid. I expect you think I am too old for that
kind of thing. I will tell you the truth. One is never
too old. While there is life there is longing. While
there is flesh there is loneliness. If you will forgive me,
I think I will try to rest a little. But, my dear boy, let
me give you a piece of advice. Buy yourself a really
beautiful carpet in Baghdad/'

XXVII

In Baghdad, I had already taken a room at the Shattal
Arab, a ramshackle building which was formerly the
Russian Embassy, when Nigel Clive invited me to stay
at the house he shared with Freya Stark at Alwiyeh. I
accepted gladly, and kept my room in the town for rest,
if possible, during the afternoon.

I had not met Miss Stark, but I had read her books,
and admired her clean, nervous prose and her forti-
tude.

" Freya's ill," Nigel said, " so we're to dine in her
bedroom."

I had imagined a rather gaunt, tough traveller; I
found, lying in a gaily decorated bedroom, a small,
sprightly lady with thin, grey hair curling close to her
head and dangling above her right eye. She was alert
and observant, with her head on one side like a bird,
inquiring with clear, piercing eyes beneath fine brows.